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Scotsman, a friendly soul, was even more inexperienced than I. He had made the mistake of not bringing a dinner jacket, an omission which put me in a most embarrassing position. I wanted to keep him company by going in to dinner in a lounge suit, yet simply could not resist the temptation of wearing my new finery. Eventually the wretched man retired to the second-class saloon for his meals, where they did not worry about such trifles.
My fellow passengers comprised twenty or thirty Sandhurst cadets taking up commissions with the Indian Army, a sprinkling of Army officers and wives returning to their stations, an assortment of thirsty business men mysteriously referred to as "box wallahs," and one or two missionaries of both sexes. The high-spirited Sandhurst element dominated the ship. I much admired their self-assurance and their cultured, authoritative voices, but was not greatly impressed by their intellect. Some bore names famous on the North-West Frontier. Among them was a forerunner, a solitary Indian whose presence foreshadowed things to come. He tended to dwell apart from his English confreres, and seemed to belong neither to East nor West. He astonished me with his beautiful command of our language and his public-school accent. Yet in some ways he was to be pitied, part of two separate worlds, belonging wholly to neither and partially disowned by both.
His light-hearted manner and sense of fun appealed to me immensely. We speedily became great friends and, strange to relate, it was he who taught me many social niceties of my own country. I remember particularly how fond he and his companions were of the new expressions "Thanks most frightfully" and "Thanks awfully." Why we never arrived at "Thanks shockingly" or "Thanks terrifically," I never understood.
At first the voyage was a dream of discovery, an enchanting travelogue unfolding in the sunshine. Salt bree/es vanished the vapours and the smoke, slurndom receded like a harsh memory. The curtain rose on a fuller life. We were intensely happy and irresponsibly gay in our microcosm—idling, playing deck sports, chess or bridge, eating and laughing our heads off.